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XVIII.

Oh, this world: this cheating and screening
Of cheats! this conscience for candle-wicks,

Not beacon-fires ! this overweening
Of underhand diplomatical tricks,

Dared for the country while scorned for the counter 1

XIX.

Oh, this envy of those who mount here,
And oh, this malice to make them trip!

Rather quenching the fire there, drying the fount here,
To frozen body and thirsty lip,

Than leave to a neighbour their ministration.

xx.

I cry aloud in my poet-passion,
Viewing my England o'er Alp and sea.

I loved her more in her ancient fashion:
She carries her rifles too thick for me

Who spares them so in the cause of a brother.